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One 


Author's Notes: 
Only about three chappie, | promise. Blame it on Rhil 


Part one: 
You have been trying so very hard and now you finally did it. 
You have him in your bed. 


You can feel him whisper in your ear, his breath hot against your face. His tongue traces your cheek and his 


fingers dance across your chest. Taste him, the hint of whiskey and tobacco. Hear him.. 


| want to be inside you. | want to fuck you so hard. | want to feel you underneath me. To own you, | fuckin’ 


own you." 


Yes. 
Yes, he does. You give him whatever he wants, you do whatever he says. He's the master, your his slave. 
Controlled by his every whim, you appease his every want. You love him, you want him. Can't fuckin’ live with 


out him. 


His mouth is on yours. His tongue exploring your mouth. His hands stroke your chest, your stomach, they go 


lower.. 


He moves down to your neck. His teeth scrape at you, biting and kissing. You can hear your own voice, making 


soft cries as the primal lust grows. 

You need him now. 

He's going to fuckin take you. To fuck you senseless. 
And you'll enjoy it. 


It fuckin’ hurts, though. But it's of little matter to you when he's over you. When you're writhing against him, 


grasping at the thin bed sheets. When all you see our stars above you. You feel him inside you. 
You become one. Your bodies intertwine, move together in a steady rhythm. Everything becomes a blur. 


Hear the grunts and groans he makes with each thrust. He calls your name..over and over again. You let him 


send you to oblivion and fall back down to earth. 

And now what? 

He's sleeping beside you, his face cradled against your arm. 
So beautiful, and he's all yours. 

No, he's not. You are his. He owns you, that's what he said. 


You are fucking an angel, but he's the devil in disguise. 


Part: Two 


"Sweet child ‘o mine.Oh, Sweet love of mine..” 
| close my eyes, let my fingers slide over the neck of the guitar. | hate this song, it's ridiculous. It was only a 


joke, yet somehow it always gets the crowd on their feet. We don't even have our record out, but it seems 


everyone in the audience knows the words and sings along. It had taken us like fuckin’ forever to get a record 
deal. No one would touch us. That is until now, if we were the hottest band in LAwhat would it be like when 


we were unleashed on the world? 

Fuckin’ Mayhem, that's what! 

But until then. had to play this stupid circus riff, while Axl sang about his bitch, Erin. | look over at him, 
under my veil of curls. He was swiveling his hips about, doing that crab dance of his. It was the most stupidest 
dance, but he managed to pull it off. 

Look at him, in his leather pants, pants that revealed every muscle every detail of his legs and other regions.. 
| shift my guitar and turn away. It's best not to get a hard on while on stage. 


"I'd hate to look into those eyes and see an ounce of pain.” 


Once again, | turn to watch him. He's curling his fingers in his hair, just how he does it to mine. His eyes are 


closed and he rocks back and forth. 

"Her hair reminds me of a warm safe place, where as a child I'd hide." 

He looks so delicate, so innocent.. 

| wish that it had been more then just one night. Why couldn't he be mine forever? 
"Oh, Sweet child o' mine.." 


He dances over to me, his body right next to mine. | can feel his sweat as he leans his head on me, his hips 


brush against mine. 


"Oh, sweet love of mine." 


His arms snakes around my back, his fingers dance across my bare back, they trace my spine. His hand falls 


lower, his body gets closer, right against mine. | can feel his.. 
As | rip into the solo he dances away,, but his eyes follow me. 
He wants me. 


| close my eyes and just play. The very solo itself is orgasmic. As it climbs higher and higher, | picture us in 


my head. | can feel it, touch it, taste it. The notes scream out as it finally reaches it climax. 
"Where do we go, where do we go, now." 


| can hear Axl now, he's creeping up behind me. | sense his movement and | so desperately want this to end. | 


want to be with him, | want to be in him. 
"Sweet child of mine...” 


His last howl rings out and the crowd erupts with screams and applause. We go backstage , Duff immediately 
runs off with his girlfriend, Izzy and some girl right behind him. Steven wanders off to, | don't know where. 


And it's just me and Axl. 


He walks over to me, smiling. He gives me a hug, my breath catches in my throat as | feel his cock rub 
against mine. His hand slowly slides up my thigh. 


He does want me. 


His lips are against my ear, his arms hold me tight. This is it, he'll talk dirty to me and God knows how | love 
that. 


"Slash." His voice is intoxicating, it gets in me and drives me crazy. "Slash.'ll see you later." 


And with that he releases me and walks away. Erin steps out from the crowd and grabs his hand, as they 


leave me behind. 


| stare at them dumbly for a minute, before reality sets in | grab the Jack Daniels that is sitting by my amp 
and just start guzzling it down 


See you later?! 


| want him now. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
This is a smoldering, sludgy piece of..well | don't really know.. 


Part: Three 


My muscles are still tense from the fight | had been in. Some biker thought he was funny by making cat calls 
at me, but | got the last laugh. He was still spitting out teeth after | had walked away. No one fuckin’ messes 
with Axl Rose. 


I'm back in my hotel room, about to take a shower. | take off my clothes and throw them in a crumpled pile on 
the floor. | can see the steam rise and | feel the hot water hit me as | step in. It felt really good, loosening up 


my sore muscles, relaxing me. 

It was the perfect time to think, there would be no interruptions. Our debut album would drop soon and | was 
confident that it would be the biggest fuckin’ record of all time. How could it not be? No one could touch us, no 
one. All the other pansy a posers on the strip didn't have a thing on us. We were the shit;the real deal 

| was on the verge of having everything | could possibly want. It was all at my fingertips.. 

"Axil" The door swings wide open and in walks Slash. "You in here?" 


| slide the shower door to glare at him. "What the fuck does it look like? Of course, I'm in here!" 


He blushes. "Sorry, but my bathroom is being used right now and l." He trails of and simply starts to stare at 


me. 
| get a wicked idea 


It had been great that one night..When we were in the Hell House, where | had fucked the living shit out of him 
on that dirty couch. Oh yeah... 


One look at him and its easy to see why | want him. Those thick and sensual lips. That mop of dark curls | 
could get lost in. That golden chest of his, | just want to run my hands all over it. | want him in this shower. | 
want to tear his clothes off and fuck him right here. | want to nail him so hard that the sound of him 


slamming against the wall will be heard across the hotel. | want his tight ass and his fuckin’ gorgeous cock. 


"Axl!" He says, snapping me out of my fantasy. He slowly grins at me. "Are you gonna be done? Or are you just 
gonna stand there with a fuckin’ hard on?" 


"Get in’ 


In a flash he strips his clothes off and steps in beside me. The hot water cascades down his bare chest and 


runs down those legs of his. 

| pull him up against me, our bodies slick from the water. | trace his jaw line with my thumb and he growls 
softly and playfully. | feel him put one of his legs between mine, rubbing my dick. He starts to nibble and suck 
my thumb, | bring my other hand out to grab his hair. | momentarily stop breathing when | feel a tug down 
below. 

This man drives me fuckin’ insane. 


"I fuckin’ need you, now!" | shout. 


And the sound of our screams can be heard above the pounding water. 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
Hmmm..a plot is emerging admists the smut. ;) 


| have a beautiful girl in front of me and my best friend, Jack Daniels, by my side. | should be happy right now. 
I'm living the rock star life and everything is going my way. Why am | not happy? 


The girl leans over me and kisses me. | kiss back and reach out to caress her body. Her silky smooth skin 
under my calloused hand, her soft lips on mine. She strokes my cheek with one hand and with the other runs 
her fingers across my chest. 


It feels so hollow and fake. | enjoy it, but it's not what | want. 


| run my fingers through her soft hair, her —red_ hair. She giggles softly and continues kissing me all over. 
Physically, | love it. My body responds to her every move, but | just can't get into it. | want something more. 


Want..That's all there is to it. Desire. Lust. Need. Passion. Hunger. Obsession. I'm being driven by these 
things..they control me. | don't mind at all 


Except when I'm being denied them. When I'm forced to settle for something less. 

Like now. 

When | can hear them on the other side of these flimsy hotel walls. | know what they're doing. | can hear the 
bed rock against the walls, | can hear her cries. | try to block it out with the girl in front of me, a girl whose 
name | can't even remember, but it doesn't work. 


| bet he's fucking her good, real good. | bet she won't be able to walk for a couple days. 


He's touching her, biting her, kissing her, fucking her. The sound of her calling his name is more than | can 


stand. 
| hate her, | hate Erin 


It should be me. Fuck, why isn’t it me?! 


Sometimes it is me. For at least a little while it was. But, now it's not, he's gone back to Erin and again l'm 


stuck with this growing green monster. 
He fuckin’ likes toying with me. He knows | just come back, | always come back. Maybe..one day | won't. 


| turn to the girl, who is waiting expectantly for me. For now, | have to settle for this. | just have to ignore 
the sounds and the images in my mind. | have to trust he'll come back. 


He drives me fucking crazy. 


And God knows | love it.. 


Five 

Part: Five 

"Axl," He says, trailing his fingers down my back. "Um.maybe, you should stop." 

| snort and take another huge swallow from my bottle. "That's the pot and the fuckin’ kettle!" 
‘I'm serious, man" His eyes glitter beneath those dark curls. "Lay off the drinking for tonight 


| narrow my eyes at him and push off his hand that is wandering to my stomach. I'm getting pissed. He's laying 
there with a bottle of vodka on the nightstand telling me to stop? Who does he think he is? Fuckin’ Hypocrite. 


"Leave me alone," | hiss, raising the bottle to my lips. "You wouldn't understand." 

He pushes away the hair from his face and raises an eyebrow at my statement. "I wouldn't?" 

"Yes, trust me, you wouldn't understand this." 

"Try me," he says simply, his hand finds his place on my back again. 

| don't want to tell him, that's not why I'm here. I'm here to get away from everything, to lose myself in him. 
To try to forget everything except our mindless and relationship-less sex. It's my reckless abandonment, no 
rules, no strings.just the heat and our passion. 

Only minutes before..our bodies had been slick with sweat. He was panting underneath me, shuddering as | 


pushed in. He had growled and | bit his back, marking him. He knew he was mine. | had him at the very edge.. 


his moans filled my ears, my own body crying out as | came. 

But now.. 

| sit at the edge of the bed, finishing off the last of my drink. 

"Axl?" Slash asks. "C'mon tell me." 

| shake my head. "Fuck it, it's not important” But I'm lying through my teeth. 
It was only a fucking miscarriage. 


| look around for another drink and Slash barely protests as | grab his vodka off the nightstand. | practically 


down the thing before getting up and stumbling towards my room. 
Stupid bitch. | almost had a kid, was so close to having a fuckin’ family. 
She had to go and ruin it. 


Stupid fuckin’ bitch.. 


The phone is ringing. 

| know who it is before | even answer. l'm expecting his call. 

That horrible fucking bastard. 

"Hello?" 

The voice on the other end is hesitant. "Hey, Slash, it's Axl." 

"| know." 

"What are you doing right now?" 

He's acting all fuckin’ innocent. He left my room hours ago, he knows what l'm doing. 
"Nothin," | try to keep my voice casual. "So.whats up?" 

There's a sigh on the other end. "Erin's gone. Have you seen her?" 


| glance over at her, she's safely sleeping on my couch. | hate her, but no one deserves this kind of treatment. 
Axl was a fucking pig. 


"No, haven't seen her," | lie. "Why?" 
"| already told you, she's gone. She left" 
"Why'd she leave?" | ask, knowing the answer already. 


She left because Axl is fucking crazy, and she left because Axl can't stand having anything in his little bubble 
world to pop. But shit happens, Axl, get the fuck over it. | always do. 


"We just got into a little argument, that's all." 


He calls it "little?" She came to me, sobbing and terrified. Her eyes swollen shut, scrapes and cuts all over her 


face and hands. You could even see bite marks on her neck. It gave me the chills. And to think just hours 


earlier.. 

Axl was buried deep inside me. If | closed my eyes | could still feel it. | could feel him move in me, felt him up 
above me. His teeth scrape my skin, it hurts but | love it. He grabs my hair, yanks it hard as he comes. Yes, | 
can still feel it.. 

"Slash!" 

My thoughts are interrupted. "Yeah, I'm listening.” 

"If you see her tell her to come back home, ok?" 


"What did you do, Axl?" 


| know what he did, but | want him to say it. Maybe if he says it, he'll be sorry. But this is Axl Rose I'm 
talking about.. 


There's a long pause on the other end. "l.l. just got a little angry," he says finally. 


"A little, Axl?!" That's what he calls it? Beating his own girlfriend for having a miscarriage? This is the fucker | 
sleep with? My best friend and bandmate? 


His voice sends shivers up my spine, its so malevolent and silky and yet.. 
"Yes, a little..but, anyway, since she's not there, you want to come over?" 
And at that moment | realize something. Maybe, just maybe, I'm over my head. Perhaps, this needs to end. 


Perhaps.. 


But, not tonight.. 


Seven 


Part: Seven 
"Im glad you're here," | say, leaning over to rest my head against his shoulder. 

He stares down at the cigarette in his hand. "I shouldn't be here 

"Why not?" | place a hand on his thigh. "What's wrong?" 

He fumbles with his lighter. "Listen, Axl.we cantt.you can't.do that 

My eyes narrow, but | continue running my hand up and down his leg. "What do you mean?" 


| watch him finally light his cigarette. His lungs expand as he takes in a steady breath. "You can't get mad like 
that." 


"You mean with Erin?" 
He nods and absentmindedly reaches out and squeezes my hand. "Yeah, man.its horrible." 
"Oh? So she's at your house?" 


Through the tangle of hair | see him close his eyes, he mutters a curse under his breath. "Uh..no..| mean, 


yeah..yes, she is." 


My hands continue their exploration up Slash's thigh, they brush his crotch. | smile as he squirms under my 
touch. "Well, | do feel bad. | didn't mean to get so rough." 


“But, Axl." 


She deserved it, anyway. She's a freakin’ junkie, that stupid whore! How dare she do drugs when she was 
pregnant, its all her fault she lost the baby! That bitch! 


Tears well up in my eyes as | look into his. "I couldn't stop! It was horrible!" 
Slash's gaze soften and he puts an arm around me. "It's alright, Axl.just.uh.try.. to control your temper." 


| know, | know!" | smile through the tears. 


Foolish bastard. Can't believe he bought it. 


| pull him in for a kiss. My hand squeezes his cock, my tongue pillages his mouth. He tastes so sweet. | love 
the little growl he makes as | work my hand inside his pants. 


You foolish and naive bastard. | don't care about that bitch. 


| only care about you. 


Eight 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is basically just the image | get whenever | write Slash and Axl. 


Part: Eight 


| feel guilty. 


| wake up with his arm slung around my neck, holding me close to him. | can feel his legs tangled up in mine, 


his fingers curled around my throat. Even in sleep, he's so possessive. So in control. 
It almost scares me. 


| shouldn't have done this, to let him seduce me again. | rewarded him. | gave in to his wants when | shouldn't 


have. Do | not have willpower? Has he really gotten me that tightly wound around his fingers? 


| start to sit up but his grip tightens around me and he mutters something incoherently. | can't leave, | 


shouldn't disturb him 

So, what can | do? Lay back, forget about this whole situation 

| really need some smack, that always took care of my problems. It's the best fuckin’ stuff in the world 

He rolls closer to me, his eyes never open. Those fingers caress my throat, lightly. He tosses his head and 
ruzzles my shoulder. He mutters something again and my eyes fly open as | feel him squeeze my neck. As if 


he was about to choke me. 


The pressure subsides and he curls in closer, nestling his head on my chest. | breath a sigh of relief but 
something still bothers me. 


| reach out with my hand to stroke his hair, the hand around my neck twitches. 
| need to get out of here. | need to get away from him. 
I'm playing with fire and even though | love it, | can't.| just can't keep this up. 


One of us will eventually go down in flames. 


A sudden movement.. 


Axl sits up an stares at me, curiously. His fingers are still around my throat. He leans in, his lips are almost 


against my ear. 


His grip tightens as he whispers. "I love you.” 


Nine 


Part: Nine 


January [FF enn 
| throw down the phone in frustration, trying to see straight through my tears. 


He actually did it. Izzy left me, he quit Guns N' Roses. It was a horrible feeling, like | was empty, the other half 


of me was gone. Izzy had gone through everything with me. He was my brother and now this? 
What would happen to the band? What would happen to me/ 


| sink to the floor and cover my face with my hands. | had begged him to say, cried even, but nothing | said 


could persuade him. It was over and done with. 


He blamed it on me, not in so many words but he meant it. He hinted that | was the reason. But that didn't 


make sense, what did | do? | was his best friend! 


| hadn't changed, had |? And if | did, it was only for the better. | had become stronger and if he couldn't see 
that then he was blind. But | wasn't really different, | was still me, right? 


He didn't know me anymore?! | wasn't the same Bill Bailey he knew back when we'd hang out in tree forts, 


before our dreams became a reality. 

Bill Bailey is dead. | killed him 

It was my fault, Izzy left? No, it couldn't bel 

| wipe my tears away and stand up. Grabbing the phone, | hurl it against the wall 
He couldn't take it anyway. He was too weak to be a rockstar. 


‘Stupid Fucker!" | shout and shove every breakable thing | can find onto the floor. "You can't walk away! You 


can't leave mel | made you, | got us here!" 
| throw myself onto the floor and kick and scream. It hurts knowing | pushed someone | love away. 


| loved lzzy so much and then he betrays mel 


| fuckin hate you, Izzy Stradlin! Burn in Hell!" 
| need to get out of this house. | have to get away from this pain My bottle of pills are lying on the floor, | 
pick them up and pour some in my hand. They're used to calm me downMaybe l'm not taking the correct 


dosage, but that doesn't matter. | need to relax. | go in the refrigerator and grab a bottle of vodka | wash the 


pills down with a couple of swigs. 
| clutch the bottle and head out the door. | have to see Slash. He'll help me. 
That fucker, he thinks he can just abandon me, just walk away from this. 


No one leaves Axl Rose. Ever. 


The sound of frantic knocking stirs me awake. | roll over and pull the covers tightly around me, bury my head 


in my pillow and block out the sound. It persists even louder then before. 

Who the fuck would come to my house this late? 

| want to go back to sleep, but the tapping at my door prevents that. | sit up and look at the clock, its only 
two am. Normally, | would still be partying or out and about but | had been sick so | stayed in. Besides, the 
band had been struck a huge blow. Izzy had quit, leaving us short one guitarist. | had never believed he would 
actually do it, but | guess he really meant it. Axl was ridin’ his ass a bit to hard. Axl had been coming down 
hard on all of us, but Izzy got the brunt of it. 


The knocking continues and | hear the muffled sound of my name being shouted. | throw off the covers, stand 


up and make my way towards the door. | unlock it and the door swings open 
"Axl." 


He doesn't say anything, only falls into my arms. His lips find mine and I'm caught off guard by his passionate 


kiss. His tongue slides across my bottom lip and | eagerly open my mouth, wanting more. 


He wiggles his hips, his denim-clad hard on grinding against the this fabric of my boxers. He fumbles with his 


coat, his lips leave mine and he begins to plant hot kisses on my neck. 
| shiver and my breathing goes slack. 
"Axl," | hiss. 


He ignores me. His hand traces down my chest to my stomach. His fingers encircle my dick, giving it a light 


tug. 
My hips buck and | grab his shoulders, burying my head in his chest. 
"Axl." | try to say again. 


My boxers are now damp and I'm panting as his hand pulls at my waist band. His hands pump faster and he 


licks my neck, before giving me a quick bite. 


| gasp and hold onto him. My hips buck again as he speeds up. 

I'm close and he knows it. With mischievous glint in his eyes he drops to his knees. 

| feel my boxers being shoved down and then those hot lips on my... 

After I'm finished, | sink to the floor. Axl gives me a grin 

"The fuck.."| gasp, trying to catch my breath. "What the.." 

He still doesn't speak. He simply pulls out the vodka bottle in his pocket and starts to drink from it. 
| cock my head sat him. This was odd. "Axl, Are you drunk?" 

"No 

l'm glad | finally got an answer from him, but my gut instinct tells me that there's a problem. "You ok?" 
"Yog" 

| pull up my boxers and stand up. "What are you doing here, man?" 

The green eyes cloud and his bottom lip quivers. "Izzy." 


And | understand. He's hurting and wanted distraction. | guess, I'm the best distraction there is. Which was 
either a good thing or a bad thing, depending on how you looked at it. 


| grab his hand and pull him to his feet. "It's alright," | say and start to lead him to my room. 


"But, He left." His voice cracks and | sense he's about to cry. | turn back around and he leans against me, 


resting his head on my chest. "Why did he leave me?" 

This was Axl Rose at his weakest point. When he was most vulnerable, a side he rarely showed anybody. 
Maybe it was the side | was in love with. 

| hold him tight. "Calm down, itll be ok," | whisper. But my words seem so useless and fake. 

He cries on my shoulder. | rub his back and rock him back and forth. "I love you," | say softly. 


He lifts his tear-streaked face and smiles. "Love you too." He pulls way from me and reaches for something in 
his pocket. 


Oh shit. 


He pulls out a handgun and sobs again. "| needed this,Slash, Thank you. Now | have to go. | won't let Izzy do this.. 
I'd rather have him dead then leave me" A crazed smile plays on those delicate lips as he twirls the gun in his 


hand. "Itll hurt me so much to do this, but it can't be helped." 


Eleven 


Part: Eleven 


It was all clear. So very fuckin’ clear. Izzy had to die, simple as that. He can't quit on me. He can't walk out. | 
needed him. He was betraying me and it hurt. 


| wanted the pain to go away. If Izzy was dead, | wouldn't have to worry. There would be no problem. He 


deserved to die. He was a coward! 

"Axl, put it down," | hear Slash say, his hand slowly reaches out for me. "Just give me the gun.Please?" 
My Slash, the only person | had left. He was so beautiful, so understanding. | loved him with all my heart. 
"| can't," | answer. 

He inches towards me. "Axl, why are you doing this?" 

"He's a traitor," | whisper. "And.he hurt me." 


"I know he hurt you, but you can't kill him!" | can sense the panic in his voice. "You're drunk, just give me the 


gun and we'll talk" 
| can't!" | say again. "If you love me then you won't stop mel” 
"Fuck, Axl.that has nothing to do with it" 


"But he betrayed me, Slash," | try to make him understand. "He promised me we'd be together forever. He 


swore on his life. | have to honor this promise." 


"You're fuckin’ crazy. Give me the gun!" He makes a dive for it, but | jump to the side. He tries again and grabs 


my wrist. We struggle for control until he wrenches it away from me. 

At the lost of my weapon | drop to the floor. "It was me," | sob. "| drove him away." 

Slash fiddles with the gun before he crouches down beside me. "Axl, it isn't just your fault" 
"Yes, it is." 


He shakes his head and sets the gun down so he can cradle my face with his palms. "No, it isn't. Izzy left for a 


lot of reasons, don't blame yourself. | had a hand in this too." 


"You did?" No, he couldn't have. Not my Slash. If he caused Izzy to leave, then he was responsible for this 
horrible empty feeling. My hand slowly reaches out. 


Slash keeps eye-contact with me. "| wasn't all that nice to Izzy. | mean, | was a bit of an asshole to him when | 


found out he was clean Izzy wasn't very comfortable around me. So, stop blaming yourself” 


My fingers curl around the cold metal. "Maybe." | say, smiling. "Maybe | was wrong. Its not Izzy that should 
die, its you." 


Before he can say anything, | smack him across the face with the butt of the gun He gives a cry of pain and 
holds his cheek. "Axil" 


| train the gun on him. "Don't you fuckin’ move." 
He stares at me then at the gun. "Axl, what the hell are you doing?!" 


| lean over to push him onto his back. | rest the gun against his chest. "Relax, I'm not gonna kill you. | was only 


joking." 
| love Slash to much to do something like that. 
He doesn't relax. He only glares at me. 


| smile at him and run the gun down to his stomach. Through his thin boxers | can see his dick and | poke it 


with the gun. 


He stiffens as | straddle him and run the gun across his body. "See, Slash?" | hear a sharp intake of breath as 


my gun returns to nuzzle his crotch. "You like?" 
| pause to reach into my pocket to grab my pills. | was so on edge, | needed to relax. But as | do there is a 
sudden movement and Slash grabs the gun again and pushes me off. | fall flat on my back and he grabs my 


shirt and yanks me up. "You are out of your fucking mind!" He hisses. 


| start to fight back but he whirls me around and slams me against the wall. My head hits it with a sickening 
thud and | feel so dizzy. He lets me go as | slump to the floor. 


He keeps an eye on me as he slowly takes apart my gun, tossing each piece into the garbage. 
"Where'd ya learn to do that?" | ask. 


He shrugs as the last piece goes in the trash. "I just learned it, that's all" The dark eyes look over me with 


suspicion. "You all right, now?" 

He's such an idiot, he puts his guard down to soon. "Yes," | reply. "I'm sorry.| just.” 

He bends down and rubs my cheek with his knuckles. "C'mon, you can sleep this off on my bed." 

My vodka bottle is lying by my jacket. | could reach it. "Yeah.lets go..but, Slash?" | grab the bottle before he 
can react. | swing it hard and crack it right over the side of his head. | hear the tinkering of glass and Slash 


drops to the floor out cold 


| stand over him and shake my head. "I still love you," | hear myself whisper. | grab a cigarette off the table 
and light it, then | slowly begin to drag him to the bedroom.. 


